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“The trouble with the
rat-race is that even if you win, you’re still a rat.” – Lily
Tomlin
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The Invitation

 


In a few
minutes, my middle-aged clients would arrive and I’d have to begin
my performance. There was a time when I thought it was the greatest
job on earth. Now everything about it depressed me. In fact, I was
fed up with my whole life. It wasn’t how you were supposed to feel
at 23.

‘Hey, Sophie, what do
you think those weird guys are up to? I mean, they’re missing
something, aren’t they? You know, that big powerful thing between
their legs.’

I was barely taking in what Jane was
saying. Why had I decided to meet my clients in Trafalgar Square of
all places? It was mayhem here. Tourists kept bumping into me, and
one of them, a snake-haired woman in a blue cagoule, apparently
thought I worked for the Tower of London.

‘The Crown Jewels are
where?’ she asked in some indeterminate eastern European accent.
When I didn’t reply, she squinted at my red military coat, black
pillbox hat and knee-high black boots. ‘You not
Beefeater?’

Christ.

Obviously the Slovenians, or whatever,
didn’t appreciate high fashion.

Style, darling – some
of us have it and some of us shop at
Euro-Matalan, I wanted to say in a
glamorously dismissive way, but all I managed to mumble was, ‘I no
speak English.’ Hey, wasn’t that supposed to be her line? I turned
away fast.

‘Some weird guys
haven’t got what between their legs?’ I blurted to Jane.

‘Motorbikes,
dumbo.’

‘Eh?’

‘You haven’t a clue,
have you? You know, I could swear they’re all staring at
you.’

What was she blabbering about? A kid
with a fat head who seemed determined to splash me with water from
the fountain distracted me. Jane frowned and wandered off, saying
she was getting an espresso from a street vendor.

‘You look funny,’ the
kid grunted.

Not as funny as you,
fatso, I thought. The boy stuck his tongue
out at me and I stupidly tried to stare him down. ‘Waaaant a photo,
Mrs?’ he shouted with the devastating sarcasm only eight-year-olds
can pull off.

I retaliated by sliding
my tongue out as far as it would go, trying to make it curl in the
middle to add extra yuk factor. A gorgeous guy in a high-fashion pinstriped blue suit
strolled past, giving me a sideways glance. Instantly, I tried to
rearrange my tongue into a delightful come
hither shape, but it refused to cooperate
and lolled out as though I’d just emerged from a convention for
astonished people.

The hunk shuddered, scrunched up his
face and hurried away.

Jane, clutching her fresh espresso,
rolled her eyes and tutted. ‘For God’s sake, Sophie, would you look
around you.’ She started pointing and turning at the same time.
‘There, and there, and there…I’ve counted twenty so far.’

Dotted all around the
square were men and women in black leathers
and gleaming black motorcycle helmets, their tinted visors pulled
down. Not a motorbike in sight, and they had to be sweating like
hell in this heat. If I’d had anything more than a black mini-dress
under my coat, I’d be burning up.

‘Maybe it’s you they’re
after,’ I said feebly.

‘Listen, babe, you’re
the only celebrity around here.’

‘Ex-celebrity,’ I
corrected wearily. Ex-everything, really. Fame, boyfriends, money,
even my family. It was four years since my parents disowned me. I
hadn’t planned to humiliate them but…God, Monarch of the Jungle – what possessed
me? I knew all along it was the most lurid of the C-list celebrity
TV shows, but that didn’t stop me. I ran towards disaster with open
arms, and a silly grin.

‘Look, one of those
crazies is coming this way,’ Jane said. ‘Just your type – tall,
dark, and handsome. Well, it’s about time you found yourself a new
boyfriend. How long has it been?’

‘That’s a woman,’ I
replied. ‘Besides, blond hair and blue eyes are what I go for, as
you know perfectly well.’

As the motorcyclist approached, I didn’t
really believe she was heading for me, but she kept coming. I
couldn’t help thinking she had a good figure. Actually,
breathtaking – slim, but not skinny, curvy but far from pneumatic,
athletic yet highly sexual. That was exactly the sort of body I’d
been trying to sculpt with my twice-weekly trips to the gym. OK,
once a month. You know how it is.

Lots of blokes were
gawping at her in that ridiculous male way of theirs. I wanted to
be able to walk like that. What was the word? – sashaying, gliding along as if she
owned the place. I wondered if her face
were as striking as the rest of her. Pug ugly, I decided to console
myself.

She stopped in front of me, and all I
could see was my face reflected back in her gleaming visor.
Reaching out, she placed a gold envelope in my hand. Without a
word, she turned and left, male eyes still tracking her like the
most sensitive radars ever invented. All around Trafalgar Square,
the other motorcyclists turned and walked away. In seconds, they’d
all disappeared.

Jane made a face and shrugged. ‘A
ridiculously early Christmas card?’ She gestured at the envelope.
‘Valentine’s? Maybe you have a mystery admirer.’ She gave up and
implored me to get a move on with opening it.

My guess was that the
motorcyclist was a courier sent by one of my many creditors to give
me more bad tidings of discomfort and killjoy, but I was puzzled
that she hadn’t asked me to sign anything to confirm receipt. I
held out the envelope in front of me and was amazed that it didn’t
have my name on it. Instead, in embossed black gothic letters was a
bizarre sentence: ‘How far will you go for
ultimate pleasure?’

‘Wow, luxury,
hand-delivered junk mail,’ Jane said. She slapped me on the back.
‘Maybe your magic bus has arrived.’

I laughed with worrying enthusiasm at
that. At school, I’d fantasised about a bus with special powers
that appeared whenever I was in trouble and whisked me to safety.
Unfortunately, it hadn’t turned up very often and never at the
right time. I think its tyres were always flat.

I peeled open the shining envelope. A
small white card was wedged in the corner. ‘Sophie York – winner or
loser?’ it said, the words printed in elegant gold lettering.
‘One-time opportunity. Tomorrow, 33rd floor, The Gherkin, 4
pm.’

Jane snatched it from
me. ‘Jeez, I’ve waited forever for one of these.’ Her face beamed.
‘An offer you can’t
refuse.’

‘Don’t even start,’ I
said. ‘I swear, the last place on earth where you’ll find me
tomorrow is The Gherkin.’

‘Loser!’ Jane
hissed.

We stood, arms folded, staring at each
other, knowing exactly what the other was thinking. The Gherkin
might well be one of the architectural marvels of London, but there
was something supremely comical about it thanks to its many
nicknames. Take your pick: ‘the Erotic Gherkin’, ‘the Crystal
Phallus’, ‘the Towering Innuendo’, ‘the Dog’s Dick.’

‘I can’t believe you’re
turning up your nose at a trip to The Gherkin,’ Jane said. ‘I mean,
when it comes to glass towers shaped like penises it’s the,
er…dog’s bollocks.’

We both cackled. I caught the cagoule
woman staring at me, muttering to her husband then making some
queer hand gesture at me. A Balkan curse, I decided. As if I didn’t
have enough trouble already.

I’d recently written to my bank to ask
for a bigger overdraft or an additional loan and I was waiting for
the reply. The odd thing was that they’d sent me several letters in
the last month and I hadn’t actually looked at any of them. I stuck
them all in a drawer and hoped they’d vanish, taking all my
financial woes with them. It frightened me how many unopened
letters lay in that drawer. Maybe my whole life had unravelled and
it was only because I hadn’t read my mail that I didn’t know.

The letter that had
dropped on my doormat that morning was one I couldn’t ignore.
‘Urgent,’ it declared. ‘Immediate Attention Required.’ The last
couple had said that too, of course, but there was something
different about this one. It included two additional words:
Final Notice.

‘But how did that
motorcycle girl know who I was?’ I asked. ‘How did she know where
to find me? Doesn’t that spook you out?’

‘Anyone who has an
office in The Gherkin is rich,’ Jane pointed out. ‘They could
easily afford private investigators. I think you have a wealthy
admirer who’s a bit shy. Maybe it’s a potential new client with
confidentiality issues.’

It was true I’d had my fair share of
eccentric clients, but this was taking things to a new level. ‘Or a
stalker,’ I said, futilely looking for a bin. I stuffed the card
and envelope into my pocket.

A white stretch limo pulled up at the
edge of the square: my clients. ‘Wish me luck,’ I said.

Jane gave me a hug.

‘These guys are
hotshots from Wall Street,’ I mumbled. ‘And they’re all opera
buffs. The only thing I know about opera is…’

‘Don’t you dare!’ Jane
interrupted. ‘I must have heard that dreadful anecdote of yours a
hundred times.’ She pulled away and wagged her finger at me. ‘And
it doesn’t improve with the telling, I can assure you.’

‘Well, these guys won’t
be hearing it, that’s for certain. Can you imagine their faces?
They’d think I was some kind of…’

‘Anyway, what’s the
plan?’ Jane cut me off. ‘Champagne bar, swish restaurant, West End
show and then off to Ballum-Rancum?’

‘Something like
that.’ Ballum-Rancum was old New York slang for a grand ball where all the honoured
guests were thieves and prostitutes. I couldn’t imagine a more
fitting name for the seedy nightclub where I’d spent so many nights
with fat cats leching after attractive girls. Strangely, my clients
always loved it when I explained the name to them. It had become
part of my routine.

‘I bet you’re praying
these Yanks like the British Olympic synchronised swimming team as
much as everyone else.’

I nodded. The swimmers’
most famous routine was Waving Not
Drowning, involving elaborate, orchestrated
hand gestures. It was always a showstopper. Worryingly, I hadn’t
managed to get through to Cathy on her mobile phone. If she and the
others weren’t there tonight, forget the waving part of the
deal…just scream for the lifeguard.
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Synchronised Drowning

 


OK, where was I?
Oh yeah, the operatic sex anecdote. God, how did it happen? One
second I was talking about Nelson’s Column. The next…I only had a
single glass of champagne. It was
just the one, wasn’t it?

‘I’m serious,’ I heard
myself saying. ‘Yes, the
Mario Lanza, the great opera singer.’

I couldn’t believe it.
I swore it wouldn’t happen, but when I’m nervous I just sort of
lose it. The strange case of Sophie’s
runaway mouth my father called it, in the
days when he was still talking to me.

My clients were staring
at me with either sympathy or contempt. It was hard to tell given
their odd, unblinking eyes. Obviously, being from Wall Street, they
were loaded. Since they were each paying me a thousand pounds per
day, plus expenses, they had to be. For that, I’d promised them the
night of their lives. The trouble was they were ugly, with
paunches, ill-fitting suits, crap haircuts and, God save us,
brown shoes. They worked
for some high-powered merchant bank and whenever they tried to
explain what they actually did, my memory went all goldfish on me.
Thankfully, their names were easy to remember: Ted, Bill, Chuck and
Greg. I smiled constantly to reassure them of how attractive they
were, but my fake smiles were now sliding off the side of my face
like rats overly acquainted with sinking ships.

If I continued with this anecdote, I was
finished. I mean, I told it all the time to anyone willing to
listen, but only to people who’d never heard of Mario Lanza. These
guys unquestionably had and they might throw me out of the limo on
the spot. I didn’t even know if the damned story was true, or when
I first heard it. At least Mr Lanza was long dead and couldn’t sue.
Even though the anecdote was spectacularly obscene, I hoped it was
legit because then he’d be so cool.

My four distinguished
international financiers had practically been ignoring me until
now. They had begun to exchange glances. You know,
those glances –
who is this stupid girl and why are we paying her
so much? A night never to be forgotten; wasn’t that what she
promised us?

Sure, I’d be thinking it myself if I
were in their shoes. But now that my mention of Mario Lanza was
sinking in, they were starting to give me their full attention.
There’s no cocktail more powerful than sex and celebrity gossip and
that’s exactly what I was going to deliver. Jesus, maybe I could
pull this off.

‘More champagne,
gentlemen?’

‘Yes,
please!’

We’d been to dinner
in Tmolos, one of
London’s most exclusive restaurants, and now we were on our way to
an equally exclusive nightclub. I’d been using the mini-bar to
serve as much alcohol as possible and I’d noticed that the men had
begun to look at me in a certain way. They knew I was an
‘entertainment consultant’ but, as their alcohol consumption rose,
they apparently had difficulty separating that from ‘high-class
hooker’. I hoped that meant they thought I was classy, beautiful
and knew a good few sex tricks. Of course, as an entertainment
consultant charging extortionate prices, it was my aim to be
classy, beautiful and to imply I knew a good few sex tricks. You
can see the problem. Was I a fake entertainment consultant or a
fake high-class hooker?

I could get high on the power I felt at
times like these. You know, when you’ve gambled and it’s actually
paid off. I was a bit like the Incredible Hulk, without all the
going green and sprouting improbable muscles, of course.

‘So, as I was saying,
Lanza liked to stand naked in front of a pair of beautiful blonde
models and ask them to remove their expensive designer high heels
and place them in a neat row in front of him.’ I paused for
dramatic effect and all that. ‘Then he’d urinate into their
thousand dollar shoes.’ Shock flickered over the men’s faces before
giving way to seedy smirks. ‘No, I’m just making that bit up.’ I
laughed uproariously. They gawped at me and I liked to imagine they
wanted to worship me in some vague way.

‘So, no shoe pissing,’
I said sternly, dominatrix-style. I’ve found that, for some reason,
rich men really get off on the idea of being submissive; always
fantasising about their stocking-clad young secretaries spanking
them.

‘No, what Lanza
actually did was ask the blondes to strip naked, get on all fours
and crouch over him on his bed.’ I was gesticulating wildly, really
bringing this thing to life. My clients were mesmerised. ‘Then he’d
push his hands through the models’ legs and, with a vagina in each
hand, place his fingers over their labia. While his buddies
watched, he’d manipulate his companions’, er, lips, while singing
one of his top operatic numbers. His pals swore it was as if the
vaginas themselves were doing the singing. Apparently, when Lanza
hit the top notes, his beautiful blondes had simultaneous orgasms
of the most sublime and multiple type.’

I was so good at telling the singing
vaginas anecdote that I’d begun to believe I must have been the one
who created it. It seemed wrong that it could ever have existed
independently of me. The four men began to hee haw and it was
obvious they’d be retelling it for years to come, boring everyone
to death at their opera societies and golf clubs with sweet
Sophie’s tale of heavenly pussy music.

Now they were all staring at me in a
certain way. It’s sadly true that some of my clients are determined
to get me to sleep with them, usually when it’s five o’clock in the
morning and I’ve taken them back to their hotel after a wild night
of partying, or as wild as it can ever get with accountants. Their
hands reach out to grab my bum, they tell me how much fun I am, how
sexy my laugh is and how they’ll give me a special bonus if…well,
you can guess the rest. Above all, they plead with me to help them
re-enact my operatic anecdote, and I always give the same reply:
that they’ll need years of singing lessons before that could ever
happen.

As
if.

The smile never leaves my face as I
repatriate my clients’ roving hands. I’m excellent at my job –
well, some of the time – but I’m so fake that if I ever actually
did go to bed with any of them my fake orgasms would probably be
real. And, if you think about it, that’s one hell of a trick.

Anyway, having got the reaction I
wanted, I started to lay it on thick. I reminded the Wall
Streeterati that the largest sexual organ is the brain and they
were particularly well hung in this department. How they loved
that! As we passed Grape Street, I said it used to be called
‘Gropecunt Lane’ because prostitutes used to congregate there. I
mentioned there was a word in Portuguese that meant ‘throw the
woman against a wall and fuck her like a lizard.’ I breezily
proclaimed that this was the type of wild lovemaking I enjoyed.
Chance would be a fine thing! Fortunately, none of them asked me
what the Portuguese word actually was. I say fortunately because I
didn’t have a clue if there really was such a word. When I first
heard of it – from a sleazeball footballer who’d just returned from
a match in Lisbon – I didn’t ask either. I tried to look it up in a
Portuguese dictionary, but couldn’t find anything that came close.
I mentioned it to a Portuguese client once and he laughed so much I
thought I’d have to call an ambulance. I hope the word exists;
otherwise we’d all be lesser people living in a lesser world.
Besides, I can’t believe a dumb Chelsea player could have invented
it.

I told the Wall Streeters that stunning
babes would fall at their feet once they were in the nightclub, and
I said it so skilfully that I think they believed me, and I half
believed it myself. Of course, the reality was that they’d be
forking out for ‘professional’ company, unless my ultimate secret
weapon – the British Olympic synchronised swimming team – were in
the club tonight, in which case it was the clients’ lucky day, and
mine too, because the heat was definitely off. Satisfaction well
and truly guaranteed.

Ballum-Rancum
really was once one of the most fashionable
nightclubs in London. Now the action had moved on, but a faint
smell of bygone glories lingered. A certain type of person still
came to the club, unable to accept that no one had told them the
party was over. Old paparazzi who couldn’t hack it any more hung
around looking for snaps of a has-been who had been in the days when they were
still hungry for long-lens scoops. They lowered their cameras when
they saw my clients emerging from the limo. I could hear them
sighing and I imagined a faint wind blowing through cobwebs. That
image entered my head whenever I thought of where my life was
heading.

One of the paparazzi
had second thoughts and half-heartedly pointed his camera at me.
Now, the first rule for a successful entertainment consultant is
that you must know where to stand when you’re having your
photograph taken. Actually, what I mean is you must know who
not to stand next to. If
you stand next to a fat or an ugly person,
scientists say you will appear less intelligent, less attractive
and less successful. My problem with this is that if I have my
photo taken next to a woman more beautiful and thinner than I am
then I’m convinced I’ll appear fat and ugly in comparison, and that
will make my companion seem less intelligent, less attractive and
less successful etc – so we’re not exactly doing each other any
favours, are we? I guess that’s why I appear on my own in most of
my pictures.

The veteran paparazzo took the picture.
He shrugged, and I shrugged back. Hey ho. I knew the picture would
never show up anywhere, but I still wondered how I looked. Had I
gone to seed? It was only four years ago that I was a regular in
the magazines. Hardly anyone recognised me now even though I looked
exactly the same, but I might as well have had a face-lift and a
body transplant, or a face transplant and a body-lift, for all the
recognition I got. Even on the rare occasions when someone
remembered me they always said, ‘Didn’t you used to be somebody?’
I’m only 23, for Christ’s sake.

As I was about to enter
the club with my clients, a smiling guy sprang out of a doorway. He
was about my age, wearing a leather box-jacket, and a pork-pie hat.
Green felt-tip-pen marks were scrawled on his left cheek. He handed
me a badge advertising a band called The
Bleak Morts.

‘Never heard of them,’
I said.

‘They’re hot,’ he
replied in a fake Cockney accent. I could tell it was fake because
it sounded exactly like a male version of the fake Cockney accent I
sometimes used ‘Get in before the crowd,’ he said. ‘They’ve just
signed a mega-deal.’

‘Where are they
playing?’

‘Invitation only. When
the time’s right, I’ll let you know.’

I smiled at him because I realised he
was a phoney: there was no band, no gig, no mega-deal. He must have
known I’d twigged him because he gave me a knowing wink. I
contemplated sticking out my tongue in that uniquely seductive way
of mine then thought better of it after my earlier disaster.
Instead, I took the badge from him, pinned it on my lapel and said
I was looking forward to the gig.

‘What’s your name?’ he
asked.

‘I’m Sophie.
You?’

He grinned mischievously. ‘I’m
Ligger.’

I had to laugh at that. ‘You mean you
hang around backstage, pretend to be the best friend of stars, and
eat and drink all their goodies?’

‘Sophie, you know me so
well I want to marry you.’ He took my hand and planted a romantic
kiss on the back.

I felt myself blushing. There was
something about him I really liked.

‘I bet I can make you
remember me forever,’ he said. He leaned over and gently tugged one
of my earlobes.

I stared at him, baffled – and quite
turned on.

‘That’s called an
anchor gesture,’ he said. ‘If ever you tug that ear in the future,
you’ll automatically remember me. You won’t be able to help
yourself. I’m in your life now and there’s nothing you can do about
it. Scary, huh?’

‘Do you do this with
every girl you meet?’

He smiled. ‘No, you’re the first, and
the last. It’s a one-time deal for the girl of my dreams.’ He
tipped his hat at me and I was sure a little part of me had just
fallen in love. I thought of giving him a hug, but instead I
snatched his hat and put it on.

‘Well, that’s
my anchor gesture,’ I said
and sauntered off with my new headgear.

Inside the club, the
staff were as professional as ever and, as I signed in my clients,
we all nodded at each other in that comradely way we’d cultivated
over many months. After all, we were all in the same game: faking
away like there was no fake tomorrow, pretending our clientele were
ice-cool in Alex, or something like that. We were so phoney we
thought making phone calls was the ultimate phoniness, just because
the words sounded the same. The girls were all dressed in Christina
Aguilera leather chaps and tiny knickers à la her legendary
Dirrty video. As for the
guys, they were Latino hot in tight Mariachi outfits.

The club had four floors: a wine and
champagne bar at the top, a spirits, cocktails and beer bar in the
basement and two dance floors in between, one for ‘classic’ tunes
and the other for contemporary stuff. I always took clients to the
classic floor since most apparently believed time stopped,
inexplicably, around 1981.

As we reached the dance
floor, I was overjoyed to see the Olympic synchronised swimmers in
the centre of the action, performing a dry-land version of one of
their most spectacular routines to Abba’s Dancing Queen. They were all wearing
low-slung hipster jeans, showing off their sparkling gold thongs,
which matched their twinkly bikini tops. Of course, things being
the way they were, they were not real Olympians, had never been
near a synchronised swimming event and, quite possibly, had never
even been in a swimming pool.

A year ago, Cathy, their leader, was
bemoaning with her three friends why they could never attract
wealthy men who would treat them to the finer things in life. The
problem, she realised, was that they had no unique selling point.
The remedy, naturally, was to fake one. Perhaps synchronised
swimming wasn’t the most logical choice but it seemed to tune into
something deep in the male psyche. Men, somehow, couldn’t resist
the allure of synchronised swimmers. Perhaps they imagined four
naked, beautiful girls with gorgeously toned and tuned bodies,
performing elaborate synchronised sexual manoeuvres. And what
better than Olympic competitors? The biggest lies are so much more
believable than the small truths. I think Hitler said that.

The girls swept their hair away from
their faces and tied it back in ponytails, vaguely making them look
as though they were wearing swimming caps, and somehow that was
sufficient for them to look the part. So, rich men were now falling
over themselves to seduce them.

Cathy and her friends
weren’t strikingly beautiful; their bodies were shapely but not
exactly athletic; their personalities were nothing remarkable. But,
in the fake world, who was looking, and who cared? In the fake
world, they were the most desirable of women because they were
members of the British Olympic synchronised swimming team. They had
learned that the only way to become who you want to be is to fake
it. Personally, I think Cary Grant summed it up best when he
said: I pretended to be somebody I wanted
to be until finally I became that person. Or he became
me.

Recognising a kindred spirit, I
befriended Cathy and arranged to steer a constant supply of my rich
clients in her direction. Now, I pointed my Wall Streeters her way,
knowing everything was going to be fine. I could relax.

Yeah, right.

 


3




Conning the Conmen

 


Glancing up, I
saw Teri Flint and Tamsin Creswell heading towards me across the
dance floor. My direct competitors, they were trying to squeeze me
out of the entertainment-consultancy business, but I was determined
not to let those peroxide bitches beat me. I stared at their
spooky, Botox-assisted faces with their frozen smiles that looked
as though they’d been transplanted from the undead, and their
overdone red lipstick from the Coco the Clown school of make-up,
and tried to find my most nonchalant expression.

‘Hi, Sophie,’ they
said, in that completely phoney way of theirs. They were wearing
identical designer dresses – silver creations that hung in an odd,
lifeless way.

‘Hi, Teri and Tamsin,’
I answered with equal phoniness.

‘Hey, nice coat,’ Teri
said. ‘Has the season at Butlins ended now?’

They did a twirl for me, revealing that
their dresses were backless and plunged all the way down to their
bums; in fact, several inches lower. Neither of them was wearing
even a hint of underwear. Jesus, they must have been at least 29.
Mutton, lamb etc.

‘Still pulling that
dreadful synchronised swimming scam?’ Teri said.

‘We don’t see you
around too much, these days,’ Tamsin chimed in. ‘Business not so
good?’

‘At least I can still
afford knickers.’

‘Let me guess,’ Tamsin
retorted. ‘White lace with stretch. Three for a tenner from
M&S.’

Damn. I couldn’t believe I’d had to stop shopping at
Agent Provocateur as part
of a feeble economy drive.

‘Look what I picked
up.’ Teri brandished a copy of the brochure that I gave to
potential clients. ‘Do people actually swallow this?’ She
flicked to the introduction and
started reading my blurb aloud in a mocking,
squeaky voice:

‘Hi, I’m Sophie of
Beauté du Diable
and I’m here to make sure you have the best time while you’re on
vacation here in sensational London. I’m the princess of pleasure,
the queen of quality, the empress of ecstasy. I’ll arrange all your
fun for you; open those secret doors that only the connected can
access. In no time at all, you’ll be in the centre of the hottest
action, surrounded by the rich and famous, rubbing shoulders with
the brightest stars. My many satisfied clients know exactly what I
offer – the most unforgettable night of your life.
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